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perhaps my favourite city in the States, where I used to
gaze from a distance at it in the same way. Looking
down on a fairly central part of the city, it was a constant
stream of cars and trams; of the latter there were seldom
less than three in Jight at once, and each of them con-
sisted of three long separate carriages, for the snow-
storms of Russia would not favour high-deckers. The
last innovation is die trolley-bus, pronounced " trolly-
bus," as, for instance,

In. omnibus rebus
Excellit trolleybus.

So they seem to have found ; for these are also to be
used at night for carrying goods to their destinations.

I have always felt at home in great crowds of the
common folk, and far more than anywhere else in
England and Russia, for it is the great underground
Russia that always fascinated me in the past. Personal
worries, and even personal distinctiveness, disappear
when you are thus " in the lap of the people." You
share equally in its geniality, and every chance neighbour
is a friend. Once you have the language, all the sights
and sounds are common to you as to any one else,
including the posters on the streets, which were here
most numerous. They are short, easily readable sen-
tences in white letters on a red ground, and they are all
over the pkce. I noted down several of them in the
great Park of Rest and Culture, the new playground of
die city on the west side, where, in spite of a miserable
thaw and drizzle, which had upset all the plans for skating
competitions, every one seemed good tempered and all
were enjoying themselves. In particular there was a
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